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Moſt. waly VIRTUOUS and BEAUTIFUL 


* 


To O thee, - chifte Dame — theſe plaintive 


Strains I write, 
An@with a Quill from Cupid's Wing indite ; 


For by your cheering ever foſt'ring Smiles, 
Are hatch'd the Butterflies of Britiſh Iſles. 
Tis thee, tis thee alone, propitious Dame, 
That ſtirs the Paſſion, and ſubdues the Flame; 
A And 


But fave the Wick—and make 1 it burn more 


A nd like : that mighty A rtift, * Pinchbeck hight | 


You ſnuff the F —— not the 


4 


bright. . : — 
T 0 thee I call, convivial Queen of "Sin 
Whom L£ e —, and C—gs approve ; 3 
r 


Nor to the Indian Suns expoſe: my Face ! 


Long haſt thou been the Paphian We: of 


Joy, 1 5 1 
Enſigns have borne the Standard of * "a 


* The ingenious Pinchdech, hath obtained a Patent for his new invented 
Snuffers—which 4s the Wick of the Candle from falling on the 


To 


Table, &c. 


C 1 1 
, To many a Mans haſt thou beſtow d Reward, 
| | And withthee, gallant Captains mounted Guard. 
| | P rotereſs, Patroneſs of ny Hands, 
| O mtertere; and ſave me from thoſe Lands 
| Where favage Indians thirſt for human Blood, 


1 And'make Mankind their daily choiceſt Food. 
| O hear thy gentle Enfign's ſuppliant Strain, 
I feel the Tomahawk within my Brain; 


0 ſpare me, modern Venus, hear my Pray r, 
And make my Terrors thy peculiar Care! 
I can't ſupport this bloody, civil Strife, 


The very War-Hoop will deſtroy my Life. 


Now 


. 
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5 Now, now the ſa vage Din! afſails 1 my ne 
- My martial Breaſt—is over-charg' d with Fears, l 


Whoſe Tongue to me is ſharper than a Sword. 
| Rather than go—O curſe me oer and oer, 
Like R— the Scorn of ev'ry Corps $9113 
Like him, from all Society be hurl'd, 


1 I: 


O beauteous Lady, now your Intereſt uſe, 
For I, like' gallant *NvceNT, can't refuſe 
The powerful Queſtions of an Office Lord, 


Mark'd like a Cain, the Vagrant of the Whrid. 


* Perhaps Society wil never ſo highly indebted to an Individual, 700 | 
this gallant Youth—who ſuffered every Reſentment of an incenſed and 


little Court —rather than betray the private Converſe of his Friend. 
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4 WrERE I, like Non, all tears — d weep, 
And ſwell the Waters of the mighty Deep: 


If chang'd like Aar THUSA to a Stream, 


£ 

Inn Tears Fd low—and Beauty make my Theme. 
o = | 
d Curſe on the Madneſs of the Times — and thoſe 


Who made America our felleſt Foes! 
B To 


Saw... + * 
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For ſleepleſs Mights—and all the Din of Arms, 

Why W purchaſe the vain ſilk Cockade, 

Unleſs to Suech Mal * gay Parade ? 1 
To ſtrut the Round of Ranelagh's bright rin g 


And, when review'd, look valiant at the King: 
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Who neverfail'd in regal Courteſy, 
But turn'd a Look as valiant upon me. a 
Shall I forego the Glories of theſe Days, 
Days without Scars unleſs from Charlotte Hays. 
O ſhall we yield: Cornely's and the Park, 
For damn d Salt-Beef within a Tranſport Bark! 
Shall Limbs like mine — be in a Hammock hung, 
And my ſweet Perſon by the Billows ſwung ? | 
| EY Shall 
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4 Shall I all Warren's Scents for Luſt-of War 


Reſign —and take in lieu vile Pitch and Tarl | 
o chal 1 quit the Bag and filken Suit, 
| Betty thy velvet Tongue —and velvet Fruit; 
Whoſe moſt melodious Rattle might trepan, 
I modern Miniſter or Gentleman 1 
| O crude and horrid Thou ght all theſe to yield, 
A Mark for Riflemen in Boon Field. 
| it muſt be ſo— tis Honour pricks us forth, | 
Germain commands the King — the King Lord IVorth - 
80 the poor Guards muſt quit their Nights of Eaſe, 
For all the Dangers of the Land and Seas. 
What is this Honour, that dare force us hence, 
Souls without Spunk, and Pockets without Pencel 
Shall 
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| Putnam perhaps may hug thee to his Brea & rst 


To you I Ggh, and drop « A Soldier's Tear, 


=—y — 


Who may remain at * Sam. * 1 8051 Ry * 
Honour! be gone — we 'll have thee not" ayBunty 

No Shadows ſhall the Soldiers Conſcience haunt, . 

Hence to America—thou ghaſtly. Gueſt; | 


No more of Honour and it's tinſel Joy, 
The Star, the Feather, of the Man and %. 
Ye velvet Nymphs of King's Gourt, hear my Song, 
To you my Praiſes and Adieus belong: 


And pour my Sorrows in your tender Ear, | 
Thrice beautcous, Young the Pride of every Pee, 1 


The fallen Angel of the fallen Race. =» | 
Shall | 
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Shall 1 reſign the BliG of thy fair Charm, 


To bear the pelting of the Hail and Rain, 
And ſtretch my Body on the clay-cold Plain 
Perhaps without the Spirit of a Dram, 
Forbid it * Frederick, Kennedy and Lamb / 
Oft have you ſeen 0 to the Fife's ſhrill Sound, 
Gay as a Gold-Finch, beat the ruſſet Ground 
To Dawſed's Hornpipe, or to Daraling, 
Pride of the Park — and Envy of the Ring, 
If 'tis my Lot—obdurate Powers attend, 
And be for once, a gentle Enfign's Friend: 
Spare my dear Perſon if I'm foro d from Town, 
Nor on the Plains of Bo/fon lay me down. 
* Kitty Frederick, 

* 


* 


Thy Tongue's ſweet Hybla, and thy Sattin Arms, 


To 


19217 

To be, or not to be, is now the Stroke, 1 935 
To ſell, forbidden —and refuſing— brake. 
Curſe the Cockade, and the fair Fingers too, 
That tied a Knot my Pleaſures to undo. 

Was I commiſſion'd a vile Ship to board, 
And draw the hoſtile unrelenting Sword ; 

All my Intentions wad of bearing Arms, 

To recommend me to the Ladies Charms! 

Have 1 for Years usd Rouge — and Almond Paſte, 
Adorn'd my Youth with all Adonis orac'd; 
Blanch'd my ſoft Hands with Gloves of Chicken-Skins, 


And turn'd my Flaxen Hair with Silver Pins: 


Have I, to ſweeten my ſoft zephyr's Breath, 


Fed upon Roſes, to be Food for Death 


( ar } 

are * Vears, in Milk of Roſes lar d, 
45 painted Savages enflay'd. © 
an fach a Body leave it's native Coaſt? 
3 The Life of Routs, and "OW Beauty's Toaſt! 
: Ball all theſe Virtues—and the Grace's Train 
ö Dance in a Bark — the Laughter of the Main? 
Here let me ſtay — and ſimper o er my Tea, | 
- ndeed the Occan has nv Obarms for me ! 
hat do I ſee! Ye Gods — what horrid Spectre 
| by thus afflict — in Truth I am no Hedor ? 


See how it glides and beckons to the Main, 


here thou may'ſt glide and beckon too again. 
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